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Y  birthday — what  a  different  found 

That  word  had  in  my  youthful  ears  ! 
And  how,  each  time  the  day  comes  round, 
Lefs  and  lefs  white  its  mark  appears  ! 

When  lirft  our  fcanty  years  are  told. 
It  feems  like  paftime  to  grow  old  ; 
And  as  youth  counts  the  Ihining  links 

That  time  around  him  binds  fo  fafl:, 
Pleafed  with  the  tafk,  he  little  thinks 

How  hard  that  chain  will  prefs  at  laft. 
Vain  was  the  man,  and  falfe  as  vain, 

Who  faid — "  were  he  ordained  to  run 
His  long  career  of  life  again. 

He  would  do  all  that  he  had  done." — 
Ah !  'tis  not  thus  the  voice,  that  dwells 

In  fober  birthdays,  fpeaks  to  me  j 
Far  otherwife — of  time  it  tells, 

Laviflied  unwifely,  careleffly ; 


Of  counfel  mocked  y  of  talents  made 

Haply  for  pure  and  high  defigns. 
But  oft,  like  Ifrael's  incenfe,  laid 

Upon  unholy,  earthly  flirines ; 
Of  nurfing  many  a  wrong  defire  ; 

Oi  wandering  after  love  too  far. 
And  taking  every  meteor  lire 

That  crofTed  my  pathway  for  a  fliar — 
All  this  it  tells,  and  could  I  trace 

Th'  imperfeft  pi£l:ure  o'er  again, 
With  power  to  add,  retouch,  efface 

The  lights  and  fhades,  the  joy  and  pain, 
How  little  of  the  paft  would  ftay  ! 
How  quickly  all  ftiould  melt  away — 
All — but  that  freedom  of  the  mind. 

Which  hath  been  more  than  wealth  to  me  ; 
Those  friendfhips,  in  my  boyhood  twined, 

And  kept  till  now  unchangingly ; 
And  that  dear  home,  that  faving  ark. 

Where  love's  true  light  at  laft  I've  found, 
Cheering  within,  when  all  grows  dark, 

And  comfortlefs,  and  ftormy  round  ! 

Tom  Mooke. 


L  me  not  in  mournful  numbers, 
"  Life  is  but  an  empty  dream  !" 
I  For  the  foul  is  dead  that  ilumbers. 
And  things  are  not  what  they  feem. 

|lFE  is  real  !  Life  is  earneft  ! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal : 
"  Duft  thou  art,  to  dufi  returneft," 
Was  not  fpoken  of  the  foul, 

loT  enjoyment,  and  not  forrow, 
Is  our  deftined  end  or  way  ; 
|But  to  a^l,  that  each  to-morrow 
Find  us  farther  than  to- day. 

Irt  is  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting, 

And  our  hearts,  though  ftout  and  brave. 
jStill,  like  mufHed  drums,  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 
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N  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  life, 
Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattle  ! 

Be  a  hero  in  the  ft  rife  ! 

RUST  no  future  howe'er  pleafant ! 

Let  the  dead  Paft  bury  its  dead  ! 
Aft, — a6l  in  the  living  Prefent ! 

Heart  within,  and  God  o'erhead  ! 

IVES  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  fublime. 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  fands  of  time. 

OOTPRINTS  that  perhaps  another. 
Sailing  o'er  life's  folemn  main, 

A  forlorn  and  fhipwrecked  brother, 
Seeing,  fhall  take  heart  again. 

ET  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing. 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 
Still  achieving,  ftill  purfuing. 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait. 

^  LONGFELLQW. 


OW  beautiful  the  world  appears 
Before  we  know  a  caufe  for  tears. 
Or  find  a  charm  in  Sin  ; 
Oh,  not  to  fancy  feems  more  bright 
That  home  of  love,  that  land  of  light. 
The  faithful  hope  to  win. 

N  after  years,  when  Sorrow's  plough 
Has  left  its  furrows  on  the  brow. 
And  Error  clouds  our  way ; 
Sweet  as  the  dew  to  flowers  that  die, 
Comes  o'er  the  foul  the  memory 
Of  Childhood's  happy  day ! 
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REMEMBER,  I  remember 

The  houfe  where  I  was  born, 

The  little  window  where  the  fun 
Came  peeping  in  at  morn  ; 


He  never  came  a  wink  too  foon, 
Nor  brought  too  long  a  day ; 

But  now  I  often  wifli  the  night 
Had  borne  my  breath  away  ! 


[remember,  I  remember 

The  rofes  red  and  white  ! 
iThe  violets  and  the  lily-cups, 
Thofe  flowers  made  of  light  ! 
The  lilacs  where  the  robin  built. 

And  where  my  brother  fet 
The  laburnum  on  his  birthday, — 
The  tree  is  living  yet ! 


REMEMBER,  I  remember 

Where  1  was  ufed  to  fwing  \ 
And  thought  the  air  mull  rufli  as  frefti 
To  fwallows  on  the  wing  : 
My  fpirit  flew  as  feathers  then. 

That  is  To  heavy  now, 
And  fummer  ponds  could  hardly  cool 
The  fever  on  my  brow  ! 

REMEMBER,  I  remember 

The  fir  trees  dark  and  high  ; 
1  ufed  to  think  their  tender  tops 
Were  clofe  againft  the  fky ; 
it  was  a  childifh  ignorance, 

But  now  'tis  little  joy 
To  know  I'm  further  oif*  from  heaven 

Than  when  I  was  a  boy. 
^  -  <  Thoma  s  Hood. 
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yvE  feen  Time's  ever-bufy  flight 

Man's  wifeft  plans  derange, 
[And  I've  feen  it  on  all  objefts  write — 
There's  nothing  here  but  change. 

I  HEN  vain  the  hope  on  earth  to  find 

A  true  and  lafting  peace ; 
[Here  yourwarmeft  friend  may  prove  unkind. 
And  his  pledged  love  decreafe. 

HERE  is  one  land,  which  knows  no  change, 

Whofe  fun  is  ever  nigh  ; 
But  'tis  far  above  the  cloudy  range, 
And  above  the  ftarry  fky. 

In  that  bright  world  no  clouds  are  feen — 

Its  fky  is  ever  clear ; 
I  And  its  fields  are  drefled  in  living  green, 
While  its  flowers  ftill  frefti  appear. 

0  downcaft  looks  may  there  be  feen — 

1  No  cares  thofe  plains  infeft  , 

IBut  in  peace,  and  joy,  and  hope  ferene, 
Th'  immortal  fpirits  reft. 

W^y  Henuf.rson.  M.A 
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HAT  is  this  BODY  ? — fragile,  frail 

As  vegetation's  tendereft  leaf — 
Franfient  as  April's  fittul  gale. 
And  as  the  flafhing  meteor  brief. 

HAT  is  the  SOUL  ? — eternal  mind. 

Unlimited  as  thought's  vaft  range — 
By  grovelling  matter  unconfkied  ; 

The  fame,while  ftates  and  empires  change. 


HEN  long  this  miferable  frame 

Has  vaniflied  from  life's  bufy  fcene, 
This  earth  ftiall  roll,  that  fun  fliall  flame. 
As  though  THIS  DUST  had  never  been. 


HEN  furis  have  waned,  and  worlds  fublime 

Their  final  revolutions  told, 
This  SOUL  fliall  triumph  over  time. 
As  tho\igh  fuch  orbs  had  never  rolled. 


OST  wealth  may  be  reftored  by  induftry, 
— the  wreck  of  health  regained  by  tem- 
perance— forgotten  knowledge  reftored 

 J  by  ftudy — alienated  friendfhip  fmoothed 

into  forgetfulnefs — even  forfeited  reputation 
v^on  by  penitence  and  virtue.  But  who  ever 
looked  upon  his  vaniftied  hours, — recalled  his 
flighted  years, — ftamped  them  with  wifdom, — 
or  effaced  from  Heaven's  record  the  fearful 

blot  of  wafted  time  ? 

^^^^^^^^^^^^      Mrs.  Sigourney. 

TILL  on  it  creeps, 

Each  little  moment  at  another's  heels  ; 
i  Till  hours,  days,  years,  and  ages  are  made  up 
Of  fuch  fmall  parts  as  thefe,and  men  look  back. 
Worn  and  bewildered,  wondering  how  it  is. 
Thou  trav'lleft  like  a  (hip  in  the  wide  ocean. 
Which  hath  no  bounding  ihore  to  mark  its 
progrefs. 

 ^^^^^  ^^JOANNA  BaTLLIE. 

liME  —  that  bleak  and  narrow  ifthmus 
[between  two  eternities. 

COLTON. 
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OUTH  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor  ;  | 
Part  with  it  as  with  money,  fparing ;  pay  | 
No  moment,  but  in  purchafe  of  its  worth  ; 
And  what's  its  worth? — a(k  death-beds; 
they  can  tell. 

Young. 

T  is  no  wonder  that  when  we  are  pro- 
digal of  nothiiig  elfe,  when  we  are  over 
thrifty  of  many  things  which  we  may 
well  fpare,  we  are  very  prodigal  of  our 
time,  which  is  the  only  precious  jewel  of 
which  we  cannot  be  too  thrifty,  becaufe  we 
look  upon  it  as  nothing  worth,  and  that  makes 
us  not  care  how  we  fpend  it.  The  labouring 
man  and  the  artificer  knows  what  every  hour 
of  his  time  is  worth,  what  it  will  yield  him, 
and  parts  not  with  it,  but  for  the  full  value: 
they  are  only  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  who 
ftiould  know  befl  how  to  ufe  it,  that  think  it 
only  fit  to  be  cafl  away ;  and  their  not  knowing 
how  to  fet  a  true  value  upon  this,  is  the  true 
caufe  of  the  wrong  eftimate  they  make  of  all 
other  things. 


Clabbitdon. 


is  ten  o'clock  : 
Thus  may  we  fee  how  the  world  wags : 
'Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  fince  it  was  nine ; 
And  after  an  hour  more,  'twill  be  eleven ; 
And  fo,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe, 
And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

Shakespeare. 


[fhore, 

IKE  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled 
So  do  our  minutes  haften  to  an  end  ;   [before ; 
Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes 
In  fequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 

Shakespeare. 


IME  hurries  on 
With  a  refiftlefs,  unremitting  ftream,  [thief, 
Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e'er  did  midnight 
That  Hides  his  hand  under  the  Mifer's  pillow, 
And  carries  off  his  Prize. 

Blair. 


s  every  thread  of  gold  is  valuable. 
So  is  every  minute  of  time. 


Mason. 
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INUTES,  hours,  days,  weeks,  and  years, 
Pafled  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 
I  Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

Shakespeare. 

N  economical  application  of  ume  brings 
leifure  and  method,  and  enables  us  to 
drive  our  bufmefs,  inftead  of  our  bufmefs 
driving  us. 

IME  is  almoft  the  only  thing  of  which  it 
is  a  virtue  to  be  covetous. 

IME  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all 
offenders. 

Shakespeare. 

HE  bell  ftrikes  one.    We  take  no  note 
of  time, 

But  from  its  lofs.    To  give  it  then  a 
tongue 

is  wife  in  man.    As  if  an  angel  fpoke, 
I  feel  the  folemn  found.    If  heard  aright. 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours  : 
Where  are  they  }    With  the  years  beyond 
the  flood. 

It  is  the  fignal  that  demands  difpatch  : 
How  much  is  to  be  done  ! 

Young. 


IME  is  the  moft  fubtle  yet  the  moft 
I  infatiable  of  depredators,  and  by  ap- 
pearing to  take  nothing,  is  permitted  to 
j  take  all ;  nor  can  it  be  fatisfied  until  it 
has  ftolen  the  world  from  us,  and  us  from  the 
world.  It  conftantly  flies,  yet  overcomes  all 
things  by  flight,  and  although  it  is  the  prefent 
ally,  it  will  be  the  future  conqueror  of  Death. 
Time,  the  cradle  of  Hope,  but  the  grave 
of  Ambition,  is  the  fterneft  corrector  of 
Fools,  but  the  falutary  counfellor  of  the  Wife, 
bringing  all  they  dread  to  the  one  and  all 
they  defire  to  the  other ;  but,  like  Cafl^andra, 
it  warns  us  with  a  voice  that  even  the  fagefl: 
difcredit  too  long,  and  the  fillieft  believe 
too  late.  Wifdom  walks  before  it,  Oppor- 
tunity with  it,  and  Repentance  behind  it :  he 
that  has  made  it  his  friend,  will  have  little  to 
fear  from  his  enemies  ;  but  he  that  has  made 
it  his  enemy,  will  have  little  to  hope  from 
his  friends. 

COLTON. 


HE  great  rule  of  Moral  conducSl:  is,  next 
to  God,  to  refpedl  Time. 


Lavater. 
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JHE  velocity  with  which  Time  flies 
I  infinite,  as  is  mofl:  apparent  to  thofe  who 


Seiteca. 


rift 


IE  NEATH  me  flows  the  Rhine,  and,  like 
.the  flream  of  Time,  it  flows  amid  the 
J  ruins  of  the  pafl:.  I  fee  myfelf  within 
[and  know  that  I  am  old.  Thou,  too, 
fhalt  be  old.  Be  wife  in  feafon.  Like  the 
ftream  of  thy  life  runs  the  ftream  beneath  us. 
Down  from  the  diftant  Alps,  out  into  the 
wide  world,  it  burfts  away,  like  a  youth  from 
the  houfe  of  his  fathers.  Broad-breafted  and 
ftrong,  and  with  earneft  endeavours,  like  man- 
hood, it  makes  itfelf  a  way  through  thefe 
difficult  mountain-pafl^es.  And  at  length,  in 
old  age,  it  falters,  and  its  fbeps  are  weary  and 
flow,  and  it  finks  into  the  Tand,  and  through 
its  grave  paflis  into  the  great  ocean,  which  is 
its  eternity. 
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Longfellow. 


RISE,  for  the  day  is  pafSng 

While  you  lie  dreaming  on  j 
I  Your  brothers  are  cafed  in  armour, 
And  forth  to  the  fight  are  gone. 
lYour  place  in  the  ranks  awaits  you. 

Each  man  has  a  part  to  play ; 
The  paft  and  the  future  are  nothing 
In  the  face  of  the  ftern  To-day. 


HERE  appears  to  exift  a  greater  defire 
to  live  long  than  to  live  w^ell  !  Mea- 
fure  by  man's  defires,  he  cannot  live 
long  enough ;  meafure  by  his  good 
and  he  has  not  lived  long  enough ; 
meafure  by  his  evil  deeds,  and  he  has  lived 
too  long. 


deeds. 


ZiMMERMANN. 


lev' 


IFE  is  made  up,  not  of  great  (acrifices 
I  or  duties,  but  of  little  things,  in  which 
fmiles  and  kindnefs,  and  fmall  obliga- 
|tions  given  habitually,  are  what  win 
and  preferve  the  heart  and  fecure  comfort. 

Sir  H.  Davy. 
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HEN  in  your  laft  hour  (think 
all  faculty  in  the  broken  fpirit  fliall  fade 
away  and  die  into  inanity — imagina- 
tion, thought,  effort,  enjoyment — then 
at  laft  will  the  night-flower  of  "  BelieP'  alone 
continue  blooming,  and  refrefti  with  its  per- 


fumes in  the  laft  darknefs. 
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Jean  Paul  Rtchter. 


man's  life  is  an  appendix  to  his  heart. 

South, 

E  talk  of  human  life  as  a  journey,  but 
how  varioufly   is   that  journey  per- 
formed !    There  are  thofe  who  come 
]  forth  girt,  and  ftiod,  and  mantled,  to 
walk  on  velvet  lawn  and  fmooth  terraces, 
where  every  gale  is  arrefted,  and  every  beam 
is  tempered.    There  are  others  who  walk  on 
the  Alpine  paths  of  life  againft  driving  mifery, 
and  through  ftormy  forrows,  over  fliarp  afflic- 
tions :  walk  with  bare  feet  and  naked  breaft, 
jaded,  mangled,  and  chilled. 

Sydney  Smith. 

HEY  only  have  lived  long  who  have 
lived  virtuoufly. 


I 
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IFE  is  a  library,  conipoled  of  feveral 
volumes.  With  fome  thefe  volumes 
are  richly  gilt ;  with  others  quite  plain. 
Of  its  feveral  volumes,  the  firft  is  a 


child's-book,  full  of  pretty  piftures  ;  the 
fecond  is  a  fchool-book,  blotted,  inked,  and 
dog's-eared  ;  the  next  is  a  thrilling  romance, 
full  of  love,  hope,  ruin,  and  defpair,  winding 
up  with  a  marriage  with  the  moft  beautiful 
heroine  that  ever  was.  Then  there  is  the 
houfekeeping-book,  with  the  butcher's  and 
baker's  bills  increafing  every  year  ;  after  that 
comes  the  day-book  and  ledger,  fwelling  out 
into  a  feries  of  many  volumes,  prefenting  a 
rare  fund  of  varied  information,  and  jingling 
like  a  cafh-box  of  money  :  thefe  are  followed 
up  with  a  grave  hiftory,  folemnly  travelling 
over  the  events  of  the  paft,  with  many  wife 
deduftions  and  grave  warnings  ;  and  laft  of  all 
comes  the  child's-book  again,  with  its  pages 
rather  foiled,  and  its  pi6tures  by  no  means  fo 
bright  as  they  ufed  to  be.  To  the  above 
library  is  fometimes  added  the  banker's-book, 
thick  with  gold  ;  but  it  is  a  very  fcarce 
work,  and  only  to  be  met  with  in  the  richeft 
colleftions.. 


OME  men  make  a  womanifti  complaint 
that  it  is  a  great  misfortune  to  die 
before  our  time.  I  would  afk,  what 
time  ?    Is  it  that  of  Nature  ?  But 


Ihe,  indeed,  has  lent  us  life  as  we  do  a  fum  of 
money,  only  no  certain  day  is  fixed  for  pay- 
ment. What  reafon  then  to  complain  if  fhe 
demands  it  at  pleafure,  fince  it  was  on  this 
condition  you  received  it  ? 

Cicero. 


I  HE  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled 
I  yarn,  good  and  ill  together  :  our  vir- 
tues would  be  proud,  if  our  faults 
[o'erlapped  them  not  ;  and  our  crimes 
would  defpair,  if  they  were  not  cherifhed  by 
our  virtues. 

.Shakespeare. 


In  what  ftrange  grounds  we  build  our 
h^K*     hopes  and  fears  ! 

I  Man's  life  is  all  a  mift,  and  in  the  dark 
lOur  fortunes  meet  us. 


Whether  we  drive,  or  whether  we  are  driven. 
If  ill,  'tis  ours  ;  if  good,  the  a£l  of  Heaven. 

w  .     •  '  ^*  Dryden. 

19 


[  OR  •  houland  perils  lie  in  clofe  await, 
f        ?  none,  except  a  God,  or  God  him 
guide, 

May  them  avoid,  or  remedy  provide. 

^  Spenser. 


H  !    who  would  live,  if  only  juft  to 
breathe 

Fhis  idle  air,  and  indolently  run 
Day  after  day,  the  ftill  recurring  round 
Of  life's  mean  offices,  and  fickly  joys  ? 
But  in  the  fervice  of  mankind  to  be 
A  guardian  good  below,  ftriil  to  employ 
The  mind's  brave  ardour  in  heroic  aims, 
Such  as  may  raife  us  o'er  the  grovelling  herd, 
And  make  us  fhine  for  ever  ;  —  that  is  life. 

Thomson. 


3  the  rofe-tree  is  compofed  of  the 
fweeteft  flowers  and  the  ftiarpeft 
thorns  ;  as  the  heavens  are  fometimes 
fair  and  fometimes  overcaft,  alternately 
tempeftuous  and  ferene  ;  fo  is  the  life  of  man 
intermingled  with  hopes  and  fears,  with  joys 
and  forrows,  with  pleafures  and  with  pains. 

Burton. 


IFE  is  not  entirely  made  up  of  great 
evils  or  heavy  trials,  but  the  per- 
petual recurrence  of  petty  evils  and 
Ifmall  trials  in  the  ordinary  and  ap- 
pointed exercife  of  the  Chriftian  graces.  To 
bear  with  the  failings  of  thofe  about  us  —  with 
their  infirmities,  their  bad  judgment,  their  ill 
breeding,  their  perverfe  tempers  ;  to  endure 
negle£l:  when  we  feel  we  deferved  attention, 
and  ingratitude  when  we  expected  thanks  ;  to 
bear  with  the  company  of  difagreeable  people 
whom  Providence  has  placed  in  our  way,  and 
whom  He  has  perhaps  provided  or  purp6fed 
for  the  trial  of  our  virtue  ; — thefe  are  the  beft 
exercifes  of  patience  and  felf-denial,  and  the 
better  becaufe  not  chofen  by  ourfelves.  To 
^<  bear  with  vexation  in  bufinefs,  with  difap- 
pointment  in  our  expe£lations^  with  interrup- 
tions in  our  retirement,  with  folly,  intrufion, 
difturbance — in  fhort,  with  whatever  oppofes 
our  will,  contradifts  our  humour — this  ha- 
bitual acquiefcence  appears  to  be  more  of  the 
ejfence  of  felf-denial  than  any  little  rigours  or 
infliilions  of  our  own  impofing.  Thefe  con- 
ftant,  inevitable,  and  inferior  evils,  properly 
improved,  furnifh  a  good  moral  difcipline,  and 
might  in  the  days  of  ignorance  have  fuper- 
feded  pilgrimage  and  penance. 

Hannah  More. 


HERE  are  a  thoufand  things  in  this 
world  to  afflift  and  fadden  ;  but  oh  ! 
how  many  things  there  are  beautiful 
and  good !  The  world  teems  with 
beauty,  with  obje£ts  that  gladden  the  eye  and 
warm  the  heart.  We  might  be  happy  if  we 
would.  There  are  ills  which  we  cannot 
efcape  —  the  approach  of  difeafe,  of  death,  and 
of  misfortune  ;  the  fundering  of  earthly  ties 
and  the  cankering  of  grief;  but  the  vaft  ma- 
jority of  the  evils  which  befet  us  might  be 
avoided. 

EFLECT  that  life  and  death,  afFefting 
founds. 

Are  only  varied  modes  of  endlefs  being  ; 
Refleft  that   life,  like   every  other 
blefling. 

Derives  its  value  from  its  ufe  alone : 

Not  for  itfelf,  but  for  a  nobler  end, 

Th'  Eternal  gave  it ;  and  that  end  is  virtue. 

When  inconfiftent  with  a  greater  good, 

Reafon  commands  to  caft  the  lefs  away  : 

Thus  life,  with  lofs  of  wealth,  is  well  preferved. 

And  virtue  cheaply  faved  with  lofs  of  life. 

Dr.  Johnson. 


IFE  bears  us  on  like  a  ftream  of 
j mighty  river.  Our  boat  at  firft  glides 
■down  the  narrow  channel,  through  the 
(playful  murmurings  of  the  little  brook 
and  the  winding  of  the  grafly  borders.  The 
trees  fhed  their  bloflbms  over  our  young 
heads,  the  flowers  on  the  brink  feem  to  offer 
themfelves  to  our  young  hands  ;  we  are  happy 
in  hope,  and  we  grafp  eagerly  at  the  beauties 
around  us  :  but  the  ftream  hurries  on,  and 
ftill  our  hands  are  empty.  Our  courfe  in 
youth  and  manhood  is  along  a  wilder  and 
deeper  flood,  amid  obje£ts  more  ftriking  and 
magnificent.  We  are  animated  at  the  moving 
piftures  of  enjoyment  and  induftry  palling 
around  us  ;  we  are  excited  at  fome  fhort-lived 
difappointment.  The  ftream  bears  us  on,  and 
our  joys  and  griefs  are  alike  left  behind  us. 
We  may  be  fhip wrecked — we  cannot  be  de- 
layed ;  whether  rough  or  fmooth,  the  river 
haftens  to  its  home,  till  the  roar  of  the  ocean 
is  in  our  ears,  and  the  toflfing  of  the  waves  is 
beneath  our  feet,  and  the  land  lefl^ens  from 
our  eyes,  and  the  floods  are  lifted  up  around 
us,  and  we  take  our  leave  of  earth  and  its  in- 
habitants, until  of  our  further  voyage  there  is 
no  witnefs  fave  the  Infinite  and  Eternal. 

Bishop  Heber. 
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RE  time  of  life  is  fliort  ; 
To  fpend  that  fliortnefs  bafely  were 

too  long, 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 


Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 

Shakespeare. 


HOUGH  we  feem  grieved  at  the  ftiort- 
Inefs  of  life,   we  are  wiftiing  every 
period  of  it  at  an  end.     The  minor 
llongs  to  be  at  age  ;  then  to  be  a  man 
bufmefs  ;  then  to  make  up  an  eftate  ;  then 
to  arrive  at  honours  ;  then  to  retire. 

Addison. 


IFE,  however  fhort,  is  made  ftill  fhorter 
by  wafte  of  time. 

Johnson. 


HINK  of  "living!"    Thy  life,  wert 
thou  the  "  pitifulleft  of  all  the  fons  of 
earth,"  is  no  idle  dream,  but  a  folemn 
reality.     It  is  thy  own  ;      is  all  thou 
hajl  to  front  Eternity  with.    Work  then  even 
as  he  has  done,  and  does,  "  like  a  Itar,  un- 
;  hafting,  yet  unrefting." 

Carlyle. 


HEY  who  are  moll:  weary  of  life,  and 
yet  are  moft  unwilling  to  die,  are 
fuch  as  have  lived  to  no  purpofe  — 
who  have  rather  breathed  than  lived. 

Clarendon. 


HERE  are  fome  that  live  without  any 
defign  at  all,  and  only  pafs  in  the  world 
like  ftraws  on  a  river  :  they  do  not  go, 
but  are  carried, 

I  AN  now  fhould  learn  what  God  permits 
to  know, 

future  fcenes  which  other  worlds 
fliall  fliow  ; 

For  though  this  dwelling  of  his  foul  muft  fall, 
He  feels  that  life  on  earth  can  not  be  all. 

The  Life  of  the  Soul. 

IFE  is  a  dream,  whofe  feeming  truth 

Is  moralized  in  age  and  youth, 
[When  all  the  comforts  man  can  fhare. 
As  wandering  as  his  fancies  are ; 
in  a  mift  of  dark  decay 
The  dreamer  vanifti  quite  away. 

Bishop  King 
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HERE  is  nothing  of  which  men  are 
lb  fond,  and  withal  fo  carelefs,  as  life. 

Bruyere. 


APPiNESS  and  forrow  are  the  meafures 
of  our  mortal  life.  We  willingly  re- 
cord the  moments  of  gladnefs,  and 
forrow's  hours  make  their  own  imprefs. 


E  lives  long,  that  lives  well  •  and  time 
miflpent  is  not  lived,  but  loft.  Be- 
fides,  God  is  better  than  his  promife, 
if  He  takes  from  him  a  long  leafe,  and 
gives  him  a  freehold  of  a  greater  value. 

Fuller. 


£  live  in  deeds,  not  years ;  in  thoughts,  not 
breaths  ; 

I  In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a  dial 
We  fhould  not  count  time  by  heart-throbs. 
He  moft  lives 
Who  thinks  moft,  feels  the  nobleft,  acts  the 
beft. 

Ihristian  life  confifts  in  faith  and  charity. 

Luther. 
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ET  not  mercy  and  truth  forfake  thee  ;  bind 
them  about  thy  neck ;  write  them  upon  the 
table  of  thine  heart : 

o  ftialt  thou  find  favour  and  good  under- 
ftanding  in  the  fight  of  God  and  man 

RUST  in  the  Lord  with  all  thine  heart ;  and 
lean  not  unto  thine  own  underftanding. 


N  all  thy  ways  acknowledge  Him,  and  He 
ftiall  dire£l:  thy  paths. 

E  not  wife  in  thine  own  eyes :  fear  the 
Lord,  and  depart  from  evil. 

T  ftiall  be  health  to  thy  navel  and  marrow 
to  thy  bones. 


ONOUR  the  Lord  with  thy  fubftance,  and 
with  the  firftfruits  of  all  thine  increafe  : 

o  {hall  thy  barns  be  filled  with  plenty,  and 
thy  prelles  (hall  burft  out  with  new  wine. 

Provbebs,  chap,  iii.,  ver.  1  to  10. 


mYiciim. 


HE  Lord  blefs  thee,  and  keep  thee : 

HE  Lord  make  His  face  ftiine  upon  thee,  and 
be  gracious  unto  thee  ; 

HE  Lord  lift  up  His  countenance  upon  thee, 
and  give  thee  peace. 

Numbers,  chap,  vi,,  ver.  24  to  26. 
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